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and his own behaviour had to a great extent effaced the
memory of his cubbishness, otherwise she would never
have made that strange apology of two months ago. The
question that remained unanswered was, Given a forgetful-
ness of his dislikeable conduct, and a complete disillusion
where her husband was concerned, would her heart turn to
the childhood's comrade who had shared her love with
Oliver in years gone by^ ? He could only guess.

On another road, however, he had made some progress.
Reaction had set in, and his day's reckless abandonment
was followed by an evening of self-denying ordinance. He
did not know that Emily loved him, but her changed
manner, the constraint of her voice, and the yearning of
her eyes, made the thought possible. He would be on the
safe side, and take it for granted that former things had
passed away, and that any meeting or communication
between them would be attended by danger for her as well
as for him. He would see her face no more.

Even Claude realized that this would be difficult, if not
impossible, but he itched for self-oblation. His work was
on the farm, and he would work as he had never worked
before. He remembered how desire had formerly been
blunted by denial. If he clung to the Spell Land acreage ;
if he moiled and sweated on it; if he mounted a hobby-
horse which would never want to gallop him into Easeham,
he might do for himself what circumstance had formerly
been good enough to do for him.

At first the plan worked well and, as before, he felt the
compensating delights of domestic peace. During the two
months following Emily's return he had relapsed into the
detestable humour of a winter ago ; but now James once
more asked his opinion of stock and tilth, Patrick's arm
was again wont to fall familiarly across his shoulders, and
though Miss Wellings had received too much confirmation
in her opinion that he was " half-baked " to allow herself
to be hoodwinked by a few days' sanity, she occasionally
melted into graciousness : " I'm glad you've stopped that
beastly drinking, dear. You'll never regret it/'